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Founded in 2004, the Victoria Street 
Newz welcomes written submissions 
including personal stories, inter- 
views, event reviews, cartoons, 
poetry, photographs, or artwork, but 
we can't guarantee everything will 
be published. We reserve the right 
to edit, and will not print anything 
libelous, racist, sexist, or homopho- 
bic. Letters sent to the editor are 
assumed to be for publication, must 
include phone number or email (if 
possible, for confirmation) and may 
be edited for length. You can publish 
using a pseudonym, or anonymously. 


We are devoted to a triple bottom 
line philosophy - concerned about 
our environmental and social, as well 
as financial, well-being. 


You can contribute to social change 
by supporting the Victoria Street 
Newz team, by pondering the root 
causes of poverty, and by working 
for peaceful, non-violent change. 


Opinions expressed in this newzpaper 
are not necessarily those of Victoria 
Street Newz, the editors, advertisers, 
contributors, readers, or publishers. 
Please don't reprint without author's 
permission, and please credit the 
source. 


Victoria Street Newz is printed on 100% 
post consumer recycled paper with 
vegetable ink, at Web exPress Printing in 
Vancouver. 


Your written submissions are welcome. 
Please send them via e-mail, if 
possible, by the 1st Friday for the next 
month's issue. Street Newz is named 
monthly, but published mid-month. 
You can also mail or drop off articles, 
letters, or donations to our mailbox at 
Raincoast Business Centre: 


1027 Pandora Ave 
Coast Salish Territory 
Victoria, B.C., V8V 3P6 
streetnewz@islandnet.com 
250-383-5144 ext 0137 
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s When people ask “what do you do,” how do 
= you respond? 


What they’re really asking, of course, is “what 
do you do for money.” In an effort to avoid 
being immediately judged through a 
socio-economic lens and subsequently 
pigeonholed, and to avoid immediately judging 
others based on their relationship to the earth, I 
reply “what do I do? I breathe, I practice yoga, I read and write and 
sing and dance. What do you do?” That usually generates a laugh, 
and then we proceed to talk about what we do for money, or maybe 
about some of the things we do just for the fun of it. 


It’s not that I’m not interested in what people do for money, it’s that 
I don’t think it should define us. It’s not the first thing I want to 
know about you. 


Here’s another thing I don’t get. You often hear people say “he’s 
worth a million.” Shouldn’t it be “he’s got a million?” It astounds 
me that people’s ‘worth’ is a reflection of the amount of their total 
assets. Surely our worth ought to be determined by our contributions 
to the world, calculated in the way we live and treat every other 
creature on the planet, and reflected from the people who love us. Or 
is the meaning of life merely about the amount of cash and property 
and stuff we happen to have accumulated by any means necessary? 


There’s no doubt ... I’m not a good capitalist. The money quest 
makes me uncomfortable. I don’t feel right asking for money when 
I’ve got enough for today. Some people say I should worry about 
my elder years, how will I manage? ГЇЇ admit that’s occasionally a 
concern. I have no pension, no retirement savings. Call me crazy, 
but Га rather put my energy into building a world that is kind to 
seniors (and hope like heck we can realize it before I get there 
myself) than sell my soul doing mind-numbing or earth destroying 
work along the way. Life’s a journey, not a destination ... right? 


Some people believe that money offers the ultimate motivation, that 
we'd all be couch potatoes if we weren’t motivated by money to 
contribute to society. I don’t believe that. I think the 1 per centers 
want us to live in fear of poverty and homelessness so they can 
maintain a labour pool that’s willing to work in unfair or unsafe 
conditions. In fact people are all kinds of creative, and usually 
happiest when they’re doing stuff that isn’t connected to money. 
People make music and art, they grow food and write poetry, not 
because there’s money in it, but because it is what they love to do. 
And anyways, what’s wrong with being a couch potato? A lot of 
‘work’ is about destroying the planet or killing each other in fabricated 
‘wars.’ We’re too often human ‘doings,’ not often enough human 
‘beings.’ Given the global climate crisis, the pollution and toxic mess 
of resource extraction, it wouldn’t hurt to back off the industrial 
revolution a bit and learn to live more a bit more simply, more 
consciously. Slow down and smell the flowers, as the saying goes. 


At the end of June I spent 6 days nestled in the woods at the Gulf 
Islands Film and Television School on Galiano Island. It was an 
intense week of learning — first the technical workings of camera and 
sound equipment, then the process of scriptwriting and storyboard- 
ing. On day four we shot all the scenes, recording the sound 
separately, maintaining a camera log sheet so we’d be able to line up 
the audio and video later. All day and night Friday, and on into the 
wee hours of Saturday morning, we devoted to editing and finalizing 
our projects in time for the 2 pm screening on Saturday afternoon. 


Even after spending 6 days with these folk, in close quarters, I don’t 
know much about what my new friends do for money, but I can tell 
you about their filmmaking enthusiasm. From Yellowknife, Alberta, 
Whiterock, and Vancouver Island, we launched into our chosen 
projects with enthusiasm, working in cooperative teams. We didn’t 
organize ourselves based on socio-economic rank, or philosophical 
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hard, all of us, 
and we didn’t 
do any of it for 
money. In fact 
we had each 
paid to be there, 
most of us for 
the sheer 
enjoyment of it 
rather than any 
anticipation of 
financial after 
benefit. 





Creating quality films, whether documentary or entertainment 
based, seems to me something we ought to be encouraged to ‘do.’ 
Everybody likes watching movies, right? But governments across 
Canada are cutting funding for the arts, some eliminating tax 
benefits and others reducing grant and subsidy opportunities for 
filmmakers. And film school can be expensive! 


The Canadian and BC governments don’t fund independent 
filmmaking like they used to, but they do pay big money to hire 
filmmakers, actors, and advertisers to create public relations 
propaganda to convince us to endorse their great economic and 
employment schemes. Meanwhile they’re eliminating other jobs by 
automating the post office and BC Ferries, reducing funding to 
schools, hospitals, and clinics. The BC Government’s website 
claims that 43% of the one million jobs they’re creating will require 
‘trades and technical training,’ and they offer links to ‘Industry 
Skills Needs,’ and “Liquefied Natural Gas.’ The plan is to 
industrialize BC’s northern wilderness, carving through ancient 
forests with various pipelines — for liquid natural gas fracking, and 
to transport condensate from the coast to Alberta so the dirty 
tarsands bitumen can be diluted and sent back to the coast for 
shipping, through pristine inlets along a rugged coastline, to Asia. 
It’s an environmental disaster waiting to happen. 


Canada is fast becoming the world’s resource pool. For decades 
foreign logging corporations have ravaged the ancient forest 
ecosystems and disrupted wildlife corridors, at the same time 
eliminating local manufacturing jobs by shipping raw logs directly 
out of the country and on to the US and China. Alberta tarsands 
expansion has polluted entire waterways, destroying indigenous 
communities, and promises untold misery to the untouched northern 
wilderness if the corporate pipeline plans proceed. Environmental- 
ists are fighting to preserve clean water sources like the beautiful 
Peace River region (battling against the Site C dam water-for-indus- 
try project), Fish Lake (threatened with mining outflows), and the 
Liquid Natural Gas Fracking which is so disastrous that water 
flowing from taps and water hoses in fracking regions can easily be 
lit on fire (see Gaslands on Netflix). 


When I was a kid I was asked “what do you want to be when you’re 
grown up.” I wasn’t asked “what do you want to do to make a lot of 
money,” or “what are you willing to do to help a bunch of ultra 
wealthy corporate executives get even wealthier, while at the same 
time ensuring that future populations will never enjoy the clean air, 
water, and wilderness that you knew?” What if we lived in a world 
where kids can truly follow their dreams and do whatever it is they 
love to do, without worrying about how much money they may or 
may not make doing it? What if education was guaranteed, right 
through university, to every kid on the planet, with no need to 
promise your future or your soul in exchange for it? 


Га like to live in a world with highly educated people who question, 
constantly, every tidbit of information that’s presented to them, 
rather than unquestioningly believing news sources who happen to 
have а lot of money and access. Га like to live in a world where 
people ask “what do you do” to find out more about each other’s 
interests, not merely as a way to immediately judge how much they 
like or respect each other. 


“What do you do?” The question, perhaps, ought to be: “What are 
you doing?” 


Janine chose to embrace voluntary simplicity after learning the virtues 
of an uncomplicated lifestyle at College and University. She founded the 
Street Newz in 2004 in an effort to live her values and help others. 


Top photo shows forced automation at the recently downsized post office on 
Yates St. Fight Баск... Stand in line! 


Bottom photo is a parking garage, under construction, in Sidney. My 
sources affirm the wood source appears to be ancient cedar, a tree central 
to indigenous cultures who might have preferred to carve a canoe or weave 
baskets from its bark while drinking a healing tea made from its leaves. 
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Clowning Around 


by Rob Duncan 


Imagine yov’re sitting in a typical rather staid all-candidates meeting during the 
provincial election campaign, listening to the candidates seated behind the tables at 
the front of the room, droning on about ... something ... what are they droning on 
about now anyway? ... when all of a sudden several brightly dressed clowns burst 
into the room carrying picket signs with messages about child poverty, what a social 
disgrace it is and what can be done about it. These are the Clowns Against Child 
Poverty. Clowns Against Child Poverty is an awareness campaign around the 
travesty of child poverty in our wealthy society, on traditional unceded Coast Salish 
territory in Victoria BC. 


The idea first occurred to me in the fall of 2012 when I was reading a paper on 
“radical clowning” by a drama professor named Bogad published in the academic 
journal Social Identities in 2010, based on observations of a troupe of clowns 
associated with an “organization” (that might be stretching it a bit) calling itself the 
Clandestine Insurgent Rebel Clown Army (CIRCA), originating in the UK but with 
chapters in a lot of different places, including for instance as close by as Seattle. 


The fit between this idea of radical clowning and the issue of child poverty seemed like 
a natural one. At least when they’re at their best, the Clowns are so bizarrely out of 
place and their signs are so in-your-face that it’s probably impossible not to remember 
them; if people remember them they’ll talk about them, and hopefully they'll be 
talking about child poverty too while they’re at it. I think the irony of linking the 
light-heartedness of clowning with the gravity of the crisis of child poverty adds to the 
effect too. Our goal is to get people talking about this crisis. Because they’re not! 


As of July 2013, Clowns Against Child Poverty have been out about 20 times; a lot 
of the outings were to all-candidates meetings during the recent provincial election 
campaign, but we’ve also been in some parades (probably the best for broad 
exposure) and other events like the swearing-in of the provincial cabinet at 
Government House and the opening of the legislative session. Probably one of the 
most effective means we have for getting our message out (something that was 
unanticipated at the start) is the large number of pictures people usually take of us. 
Sometimes when we pose for someone, the one camera suddenly becomes six or 
eight and everyone’s taking pictures! Perfect! We try to remember to tell everybody, 
“Put it on Facebook,” and then at least a few more and maybe a lot more people will 
see us, signs always prominently displayed. 


Among Canadian provinces, BC has the second highest rate of child poverty, over 
14%. That’s 1 in 7 children in this affluent part of the world living below the poverty 
line. An unacknowledged social crisis right under our noses. This rate of child 
poverty is lower only than the rate in Manitoba, where the rate is over 17%. The 
lowest is in New Brunswick, which if I’m not mistaken is Canada’s second poorest 
province. There the rate of child poverty is less than 7%. Notice that that’s less than 
half the rate in wealthy British Columbia. This may seem paradoxical until we 
realize that actually, this situation is telling us that child poverty is not a matter of 
economics but instead a question of priorities and choices. Child poverty rates are 
not an uncontrollable aspect of economic conditions or a reflection of unemploy- 
ment rate or investment climate. If they were, then child poverty would surely be a 
lot higher in New Brunswick than here in BC. Instead, at least in the world’s 
wealthy nations, the rate of child poverty a society is willing to live with is a 
collective choice, a question of priorities. 


On First Nations reserves, child poverty runs at about 50 %, and on First Nations 
reserves in Manitoba, it’s 60 %. And that’s not just on some reserves, not on the poorest 
of Manitoba reserves or anything like that — no, that’s overall, right across the province. 


Internationally, a recent UNICEF survey of child well-being ranked Canada 17th out 
of 29 industrialized countries, right between the UK and Austria. One thing that 
Canada ranked near the bottom on (24th) was the rate of participation in post-sec- 
ondary education. Canada’s lowest ranking among five broad categories was in the 
category, “Health and Safety,” which includes, for example, infant and child 
mortality, rate of low birth weight, and childhood obesity rates. In terms of this 
category, Canada ranked 27th out of 29, ahead of only Latvia and Romania. 


Like the comparison among Canadian provinces, comparisons between countries 
show – again - that child poverty is a matter of priorities and not economics. When 
we consider that Canada ranks behind countries like Portugal, Slovenia, and the 
Czech Republic, where economic conditions are far worse than they are in Canada, it 
becomes clear that rates of child poverty depend not on economic conditions or 
entrepreneurial opportunities or investment climates or even job creation, but on 
collective choices and on the kinds of priorities that are established at the level of 
public policy. 


Sources 


First Call Child and Youth Advocacy Coalition (Nov 2012): 2012 Child Poverty 
Report Card. Vancouver ВС. http://www.firstcallbc .org/pdfs/EconomicEquality/ 
First%20Call%20BC%20Child%20Poverty %20Report%20Card%2020 12 pdf 


UNICEF Office of Research (2013): Child Well-being in Rich Countries: A 
comparative overview. Innocenti Report Card 11. Florence, Italy. www.unicef-irc. 
org/publications/pdf/rc 11_eng.pdf 


Rob Duncan is an activist identifying with Occupy and more recently with the local 
organization Social-Envrionmental Alliance (SEA), and a former academic with a 
background in Marxist developmental psychology, currently doing graveyard shifts in a 
group home with people with autism while working toward a second PhD at the University of 
Victoria, this one in political sociology, studying participation in social movements. 


Making Crime, Creating Criminals: 
What the Canada Day Bomb Plot Reveals About Canadian Justice 
by C. L. Cook 


Vertical integration is a business model thought revolutionary when it first emerged. It’s a simple 
concept; control the means and methods of production and distribution from the root to crown. 
The lesson is not lost it seems on Canadian law enforcement, who with the able assistance of their 
counterparts south of the 49th have implemented a neat system wherein police plan crimes, 
acquire necessary felonious acoutrements, entice, intimidate, and/or ensnare participant subjects, 
and generally facilitate solutions for the inevitable complications and set-backs that may otherwise 
jeopardize the success of the mission. Success of course is arrest and imprisonment of their 
unknowing co-conspirators. 


Just such appears to be the case with the recent spectacular Canada Day arrests of John Stewart 
Nuttall and Amanda Marie Korody. The pair were arrested July 1st in Surrey, and charged with 
knowingly facilitating a terrorist activity, making or possessing an explosive device and 
conspiracy to place an explosive device with the intent to cause death or injury. Police say, the two 
had plotted to take three pressure cooker bombs, similar to those used in the Boston Marathon 
attack last month, and place them amongst the crowds celebrating the national holiday at the 
Legislature Buildings in Victoria. 


According to Nuttall’s lawyer, Tom Morino, the case against his client had “elements” of 
entrapment. The reason for Morino’s circumspect language; “entrapment” is a specific charge 
under Canadian law, possessing an exacting definition and is difficult to prove in court. It is, the 
lawyer says, “[A] very high hurdle to clear.” Regardless of how high a hurdle it proves in court, to 
the casual observer it’s difficult to see this as anything but a frame-up. 


In a first appearance on July 9th, provincial court charges against the pair were stayed to clear the 
way for the case to move directly to B.C.’s Supreme Court. The case possesses a number of 
challenges that may well see it headed for an even higher court. Beside the question of entrapment 
and just how much did law enforcement do to make this alleged crime happen is the public 
relations blitz conducted by the RCMP, and the failure of police to secure the accused’s apartment. 
Though denying responsibility, the RCMP allowed Nuttall and Korody’s rented suite be accessed 
by the landlord, who in turn invited local media in to poke around and take some pictures. Some of 
those pictures taken include one videographer’s meticulously recorded pages from a personal 
notebook. The media ran with the words and pictures, creating a narrative in the public sphere that, 
it’s reasonable to assume, diminishes chances of Nuttall and Korody receiving a fair trial. 


Police have been cagey, holding back exact details on who and what was involved in their 
operation, but according to lawyer Morino it bears the hallmarks of a so-called “Mr. Big” sting. 
That is a tactic first developed in Canada’s prisons to coach jailhouse confessions. It has been 
deemed a suspect manoeuvre because those being stung were often found to be going along with 
the scheme out of fear of their police handlers. 


Micheal Vonn, Policy Director of the BC Civil Liberties Association expressed concern about 
Canadian law enforcement precedents being set in the manner increasingly familiar in the United 
States. Vonn says the question at the heart of this issue is; 


“Has the police actually facilitated a crime that would not happen but for their involvement, or 
were they, as the police would undoubtably make their position, were they actually intercepting a 
crime that was already underway in order to assure the safety of people?” 


There is a dearth of detail concerning the backstory of this case so far, but as those details become 
available, assuming they will be forthcoming, the question for Canadians should be; “Do 
Canadians want the police authoring, executing, and prosecuting crime in this country?” 


Chris Cook is managing editor at the web news site, PacificFreePress.com and hosts Gorilla Radio, a weekly 
public affairs program, broad/webcast from the University of Victoria. 





Witnessing the Alberta Tar Sands Healing Walk 


by Kevin Henry 


I walked in prayer, in a fasting ceremony myself for about eight hours, all to take heed to what the 
Alberta Tar Sands truly smells like: rotten money; the true stench that begets greed. 


As I walked the 8.6 mile hike, I kept looking away, thinking about other things, other things that 
matter the least, at the very least, mainly because the tar sands of so called, “Alberta”, is the wake of 
death towards Mother Earth. Finding balance and restorative justice and in hope that bringing back 
the buffalo, and the legends of the nomadic, noble Plains Indians, shall jump start the ideal to 
practice being human in their full-rite. 


Kevin Henry is graciously accepting investments in his skills and talents as a writer, an amateur 
photographer, and as an aspiring film maker. This is an excerpt from his full article which is online at 
nopipelinesnogenderbias .blogspot.ca/2013/07/indians-and-industry-witnessing-alberta.html. Photo is 
reprinted with permission from Ben Powless: http://flickr.com/powless/sets 


The Ring and the Rings: 
Vladimir Putin's Mafia Olympics 


by Dave Zirin 


Josef Stalin famously uttered the demonically cynical maxim that “the death of one man is a tragedy, the death of millions is a 
statistic.” In other words, he believed that when faced with the choice of focusing on horrors small and tangible or vast and 
incomprehensible, humanity goes small. It is the political spawn of Stalin’s feared security apparatus, Vladimir Putin, who is 
proving that this applies to scandals in the world of sport. One small theft is the sports story of the moment in the United States, 
while a heist of epic proportions, is emitting nary a peep. 


The sports press is agog this weekend with the revelation by New England Patriots owner Robert Kraft that in 2005, Putin stole 
his Super Bowl ring. At the time, Putin’s sticky fingers were caught on camera and the scene generated some laughs. There was 
the leader of Russia trying it on at a press event and then walking out of the room, as a bovine, slack-jawed Kraft looked on. 
The Patriots organization played it off as an intentional gift. But Kraft revealed this week that it was more of a mugging with 
the parodically alpha-male Putin icily looking at Kraft and saying, “I can kill someone with this ring,” Then in Kraft’s words, “I 
put my hand out and he put it in his pocket, and three KGB guys got around him and walked out.” 


It’s a pulpy, punchy story and it’s understandable why sports reporters are flocking to it like a seagull to carrion. It also fits a 
narrative that has served Vladimir Putin well. He’s the Tony Soprano of world leaders: the man who gets what he wants and 
wants what he gets. 


But Putin—not unlike the decaying Mafia itself — isn’t nearly as ruthlessly efficient as his legend suggests. For evidence of this, 
we don’t even have to leave the world of sports. I’m referring to the billions in disappeared “spending” for the 2014 Winter 
Olympics, to be held—for reasons that boggle the mind—in the humid, subtropical Russian resort city of Sochi. 


Putin has staked his reputation on the smooth hosting of the winter games. Based on the planning, it either speaks to how little 
he values his reputation, or more likely, that beneath the steely glare and martial arts muscles, he’s being exposed as little more 
than a thuggish front man for a kleptocracy. 


According to a detailed report issued by Russian opposition leaders in May, businessmen and various consiglieres of Putin have 
stolen up to $30 billion from funds intended for Olympic preparations. This has pushed the cost of the winter games, 
historically far less expensive than their summer counterpart to over $50 billion, more than four times the original estimate. 
That $50 billion price tag would make them the most expensive games in history, more costly than the previous twenty-one 
winter games combined. It’s a price tag higher than even than the 2008 pre—global recession summer spectacle in Beijing. 


As Andrew Jennings, author of Lord of the Rings, Power, Money and Drugs in the Modern Olympics and the most important 
Olympic investigative reporter we have, said to me, “The games have always been a money-spinner for the cheerleaders in the 
shadows. Beijing remains impenetrable but is likely to have been little less corrupt than Putin’s mafia state.” 





“Mafia state” may sound extreme, but these winter games will go down in history as perhaps the most audacious act of 
embezzlement in human history. As Russian opposition leader Boris Nemtsov and Leonid Martynyuk wrote, “Only oligarchs and 
companies close to Putin got rich. The absence of fair competition, cronyism ... have led to a sharp increase in the costs and to 
the poor quality of the work to prepare for the Games ... The fact is that almost everything that is related to the cost problems 
and abuses in preparation for the Olympic Games was carefully concealed and continues to be covered up by the authorities.” 


One of those officials was Akhmed Bilalov, who was forced to flee Russia, fearing for his life, after Putin blamed him for the 
ballooning costs. Now Bilalov has gone public with news that he is undergoing medical treatment for being poisoned, allegedly 
by agents of the Russian state. 


Even more nauseating, if not surprising, than the alleged theft/attempted murder is the shrug of the shoulders from the 
International Olympic Committee. Jean-Claude Killy, the French skiing superstar from the 1970s, is now is in charge of the 
International Olympic Committee’s coordination commission for the Sochi games. 


“I don’t recall an Olympics without corruption,” Killy said. “It’s not an excuse, obviously, and I’m very sorry about it, but there 
might be corruption in this country, there was corruption before. I hope we find ways around that.” 


If $30 billion is too much of an incomprehensible “statistic” to get our heads around, even in a country with poverty and hunger 
rates that spiked dramatically in the wake of the 2008 global economic crisis, consider the people who actually have to live in 
Sochi. Thousands of families have been forcibly displaced by construction projects that will have no use once the cameras have 
cleared. The local environment has strip-mined, polluting the ecosystem. According to Human Rights Watch, one village, 
Akhshtyr, which has forty-nine homes and a population of 102 people, have been without water for a year because of Olympic 
construction without end. Sochi is basically 
being treated like Henry Hill’s bar in 
Goodfellas: to be discarded by the Russian 
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в The 2014 Winter Games are nothing any 
É sports fan with a conscience should support. 
х Putin should be protested at every turn for 
allowing his cronies to loot his country and 
|| immiserate the people of Sochi. If there is any 
М justice, these games will mark the beginning 
С of his end, as the veil is lifted and the cost of 

{ | his rule is revealed in stark relief for all to 
yE see. Putin’s got to go. If it makes it easier, he 
į can keep the damn ring. 
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=; бе. Dave Zirin is the author of the new book Game Over: 
How Politics Has Turned the SportsWorld Upside 
Down (The New Press) Receive his column every 
week by emailing dave @edgeofsports com. Contact 
him at edgeofsports@ gmail.com. This article was 
originally published in The Nation (www.thenation. 
com) and is reprinted with Dave’s permission. 





Photo is from Vancouver 2010 Olympic protests. 
For more about Sochi and the other side of the 
Olympics, watch a 45 minute documentary: 
Winter of Discontent - www.youtube.com/ 
watch?v=5564qq0Obv4 or visit nosochi2014.com. 
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Fresno’s Eco Village is 
Under Construction! 





Fresno architect Art Dyson is about to see his 
EcoShelter ideas get a real life tryout. The Fresno Eco 
Village Project will build shelters for people who are 
homeless or almost homeless in the big backyard of the 
house at 2231 W. Dakota. Five are planned. The 
shelters will be small and basic, but provide the comfort 
of weather-wise design. The big house will provide 
support services — bathroom, laundry facilities, room 
for study and entrepreneurial efforts. 


“Eco” refers to the design of the shelters and the 
intention to live in harmony with ecological principals. 
They will reuse and recycle, compost, learn how to 
garden organically, and use water and energy wisely. 
Cooking and clothes drying will be done with solar 
energy. Bicycles will be an encouraged mode of 
transportation. Gardening will be a major project of the 
residents and their supporters who will grow much of 
their own food, and may have some to sell or donate. 





Art Dyson is perhaps best known in Fresno for 
designing the Woodward Park Library and University 
High School. Mr. Dyson has taught classes at CSUF on 
this subject, has exhibited a model at the Fresno Art 
Museum, and has done presentations to many groups 
across the country. 


Mr. Dyson’s efforts are supported by a non-profit 
group, The Eco Village Project of Fresno, 501c3 tax 
ID #27 4820946. Donations can be sent clo Mike 
Rhodes, 4773 N Arthur, Fresno 93705. 


Photos from Community Alliance http://fresnoalliance сот 
and Dakota Ecogarden on Facebook. Top: Art Dyson, in 
front of a prototype Eco Village unit; Middle: artists’ concept 
of complete Eco Village Project; Bottom: Gerry and Bill 
commence construction, June 2013. 





Bearing Witness in Palestine Breaking Bread with the E emy: 
Meeting the Viet Cong, 40 Ye 


by Kevin Neish 


July Ist, 2013 


The other day, the ISM (International Solidarity Movement) 
folks here, went to see a farmer friend named Nasser, who 
lives near Johr Al Deak in Eastern Gaza. Unfortunately his 
farm house is only 200 meters from the Israeli border and 
so is within Israel’s, self declared, high danger buffer zone. 
He has been here for many many years and has never had 
any problems, even during the various wars and invasions. 
The Israeli military seemed to accept that he was no threat 
to them, and left him alone, until 3 years ago. One quiet 
afternoon, without warning, the Israeli military started 
attacking his farm. They were so surprised and unprepared 
that one of Nasser’s 6 children, a 2 year old, was left 
sleeping in the field beside the house. The mother ran out 
the door to rescue him, and an Israeli tank immediately 
fired a shell at her. But not just any shell, it was an anti 
personnel ’’flechette” shell. Deemed illegal by the Geneva 
Convention and certainly not something to be used on a 
poor rural farm family. She died in front of her family from 
dozens of terrible wounds. Attached (at www.kevinneish. 
ca) is a series of photos about Nasser present situation, and 
evidence of what a “flechette” shell does and why it is a war 
crime to use such a weapon at anytime. 


July 4th, 2013 


I’m quite a well trained mechanic. I hold four journeyman 
mechanical certificates, as well as a College diploma to 
teach them all. But I’m also a fisherman’s son, so I’m 
pretty darned good at fixing something with little more then 
a pocket knife and some string and wire. It’s this last 
“qualification” that is now holding me in good stead in 
Gaza. I’m volunteering at the Gaza fire department’s repair 
shop. I retired some years ago, but here I’m working on 
some equipment that even predates my long career. Due 
the blockade, the fire department has an oddball collection 
of old trucks from all over the world. Japanese, Italian, 
German and Russian trucks, that would have been retired 
many years ago anywhere else in the world, even if you had 
a proper supply of parts. But the Palestinians somehow 
keep them running, in spite of the Israeli blockade. 


And as if that was not bad enough, during the 2008 “Cast 
Lead” assault on Gaza, the Israelis targeted all the fire halls 
in Gaza. One of the trucks damaged in that assault is still 
going through the rebuilding process in this repair shop, 
using equipment adapted from unrelated vehicles, home 
made parts, haywire and a lot of ingenuity. 


But many of the fire trucks were beyond even the 
Palestinians’ ability to repair them. 





Me har РЫ TE) ae А 
Without being told that this was once a a fire truck, it’s 
difficult to identify it as such. Of course this begs the ques- 
tion, why did the Israelis attack fire trucks? For that matter 
why did they attack, ambulances, sewer plants, electrical 
power plants, water treatment plants, sports stadiums, 
Universities and various United Nations schools. And why 
are they still attacking Palestine today? 


So here’s a shout out to these grand fellows of the Gaza fire 
department and some humble praise to the many fire 
fighters who have died under Israeli fire, while trying to 
protect the people of Gaza, Palestine. 


Bye for now from Gaza City. 


Kevin ~ www.kevinneish.ca 





by Gerry Bill 


It wasn’t exactly tea with Mussolini, but perhaps it was 
something like that. During a recent trip to Vietnam, my 
first, I was fortunate to be with a small group that got 
invited to the home of a former VC fighter from the 
1970s. His name, appropriately enough, is Mr. Viet, and 
he lives in a Tho Ha village, a small place about two 
hours out of Hanoi. 


It was an experience to remember. When I met this sweet 
and humble man it was hard to picture him as one of the 
vicious Viet Cong that I had heard about though the US 
media in the 60s and 70s. He is a small man, slight of 
stature, not really big enough to be a threat to anyone it 
would seem. But more than anything else, it was his 
graciousness and pleasant disposition that were in such 
stark contrast to the media images of the past. 


His house was not large by US standards, but it was one 
of the larger houses in the village. It had been in his 
family for a long time, and there were pictures and other 
reminders of his ancestors on the walls. When we arrived 
he sat us down and immediately offered us some of his 
homemade rice wine, of which he is justly proud. That 
was followed by a locally-produced large cracker bread 
that was passed around the table as we each broke off a 
piece to eat. It wasn’t supposed to be a meal, but he also 
provided us with Vietnamese green tea, peanuts, and 
lychee fruit. 


Mr. Viet makes his living, together with his wife, by 
producing the rice paper used to wrap spring rolls in 
Vietnam. It is a cottage industry in Tho Ha, and the rice 
paper production is done right there in the home using 
centuries-old techniques. In addition, Mr. Viet is an 
amateur musician, the leader of a small music group in the 
village. He played us a couple of songs on some 
traditional Vietnamese folk instruments, singing as well. 
He finished his set with a surprise song—the famous 
Cuban folksong, Guantanamera, sung in Spanish of 
course. He is a man of many talents. 


I suppose our visit could be viewed as nothing more than 
a pleasant afternoon in a small village, but there was a lot 
more to it than that. Mr. Viet was quite happy to talk with 
us, his former enemies, as it were, about his Viet Cong 
days. He participated in the liberation of Saigon in April 
of 1975. He was just 21 at the time and had been part of 
the VC fighting force for about three years. After the 
reunification of the country he continued his military 
career for another five years, becoming part of the regular 
army until 1980. 


We asked him many questions about the war years. He 
served in the region just outside of Saigon, now called Ho 
Chi Minh City, during the final years of the war. He said 
there were definitely times when he feared for his life, as 
many VC had been killed in that area. Despite the fact that 
US armed forces were the ones that had killed so many of 
his comrades and were trying to kill him, he seemed to bear 
no ill will toward the Americans. Maybe it was because his 
side won the war, or maybe he saw the soldiers on the other 
side as being very much like him—just ordinary men 
fighting for what they believed to be right. 


Even though it was a war between the North and South of 
the country, Viet Cong today are honored in both the 
northern and southern portions of the once-divided state. 
They are seen as the main force that brought about 
reunification, which was a goal shared by a majority of 
residents on both sides of the artificial dividing line. The 
Vietnamese people did not want to be divided, and the 
Viet Cong are seen as the heroes who drove the occupying 
forces of the US out of the country. There are still both 
pro-communist and anti-communist sentiments within the 
population of the country, but the Viet Cong are somewhat 
removed from that controversy. They are not seen as 
ideologues, but as uniters, so to speak, and everyone, both 
pro-communist and anti-communist, looks up to them. 


Mr. Viet certainly did not seem like an ideologue. He 
wasn’t interested in giving us any lectures on the merits of 
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communism or socialism. He seems perfectly happy to live in a 
communist state, but it is not a cause célébre for him. He is 
living out his life in a manner that pleases him, enjoying a 
position of some honor within his village, and enjoying playing 
music with his friends. And, yes, one more thing, he enjoys 
taking US visitors into his home from time to time, playing and 
singing for them and telling them war stories. 


During the war years I was a conscientious objector and devoted a 
lot of energy to trying to bring about an end to that awful war. At 
the time I did not really believe the US propaganda about the 
dreaded Viet Cong, but at the same time I did not really have a 
good sense of who they were. I never dreamed that someday I 
would be sitting down for tea and bread with this supposed enemy 
of mine, witnessing the basic humanity of the man first hand. 


About two weeks later I was in the south of Vietnam and got to 
visit the famous, perhaps infamous, 150-mile network of tunnels 
that so effectively kept the VC beyond the reach of the US 
soldiers. I got to crawl through two of the tunnels, and I saw 
how Mr. Viet’s slight stature worked to his advantage. The 
larger and heavier US GIs would have great trouble getting 
through such a small space. 


The tunnels were interesting to me, but not nearly as interesting 
as my visit with Mr. Viet. Meeting my former “enemy” was the 
highlight of my trip to Southeast Asia. It opened my eyes, and 
reminded me just how human most soldiers are, regardless of 
which side they happen to be on at the moment. To me, it 
makes little sense for soldiers to work so hard at killing one 
another, because in reality they are killing people very much 
like themselves. I am glad that Mr. Viet was not among those 
killed in the conflict, and I feel quite lucky to have been able to 
sit down for tea and bread with him. 


Gerry Bill is emeritus professor of Sociology and American Studies at 
Fresno City College. He is on the boards of the Fresno Free College 
Foundation, Peace Fresno, the Fresno Center for Nonviolence, and 
the Eco Village Project of Fresno, and 
is co-chair of the Central California 
Criminal Justice Committee. He was in 
Vietnam, Laos and Cambodia from May 
21 through June 8 of this year. 


Photo: Mr. Viet, a former fighter with 
the Viet Cong, entertains a small group 
of Fresnans in his home in a small 
village outside of Hanoi. Photo by 
Victor Yang, a Hmong man born in 
Laos during the war, now a counselor 
at Fresno City College and one of the 
leaders of the study tour. 
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What’s With All The Pain? 


What I have 
gleaned from 
Buddhists 


of “unnecessary Ё 
== 


pain and 
suffering” is 


power-over has 
taken over and 
we must 
recognize this 
reality in each 
of us in order 
for us as a whole to move forward spiritually, in other 
words, to get back to what is natural and rhythmic in 
this world. 


All of us get to live life fully and I believe we all 
have a place in production. Each of us must be able 
to have self-determination with community to hold us 
up and to be held accountable by. Not so in this 
unhealthy pain-creating colonial system which rules 
by dividing with a cold steel heart. 


Unnecessary pain and suffering makes folks “crazy.” 
Often we feel “crazy” with the “why” of it. Pain 
relief has been around long before current law 
enforcement, yet this modern civilization criminal- 
izes and punishes pain relief while simultaneously 
creating more pain with laws, policies, and 
roadblocks that serve to divide. 


Three weeks ago a coroner’s report stated 8 deaths by 
overdose from fentanyl. In this last week there have 
been 2 overdoses in Victoria. Fentanyl is available on 
streets and is 50-100 times stronger than heroin, say 
VANDU and AVI members. A shock came to our 
street family when we heard that Chainsaw died, 
allegedly of a fentanyl overdose, just this last Friday. 
He had just gotten out of jail. I am sad for his partner 
Wendy and his community who loved him very much. 
May your strong hearts all be comforted and lifted. 


Many people think of drug addicts and the first thing 
out of their mouths is, “Why don’t they just stop 
using crystal meth, heroin, alcohol or crack?” I say: 
Why don’t folks addicted to sugar who need to take 
insulin just stop using sugar? Addiction is why. Why 
so much stigma? Divide and rule is why. Keep it 
hidden and look perfect, all is not well. Are you 
getting the vicious cycle here? Many opt out of this 
madness! Outlaws. Living outside of sick 
oppressive unhealthy laws. Like Martin Luther King 
Jr. they will not follow unjust laws and will back each 
other up, watch each other’s backs, and stand tall. 


Why so much addiction? Could it be to distract from 
and avoid a painful destructive existence? Let’s go 
back to my earlier statement: Unnecessary pain and 
suffering makes folks “crazy.” Unnecessary suffering 
is a common cause for pain and that my friends is 
why we are close to absolute systemic change on a 
massive global level! Many have woken UP to 
systemic organized pain. 


I know of a housed Master’s student who was, in the 
last few years, diagnosed with an unusual health 
condition. Her life became one of pain and near death 
experiences. She was inevitably put on methadone to 
deal with pain and then cut off and left at risk! A man 
broke his neck on a work site accident. Inevitably he 
was put on, and then cut off, of methadone. 


This happens far too often! It’s downright unethical! 
The student has a lot of resources and support and 
she suffers a great deal. Too many suffer such as this 
and some end up on the streets as the man whose 
neck was broken did. When doctors are directed to 
give methadone for pain relief, they need to really 
ask themselves why are they then cutting folks off 
when it is so tough to withdraw from? 


Doctors who do this without supporting the patient 
are lost in a punitive system. This system creates 






by kym hothead hines 


unnecessary 
suffering for 
most. In the 
meantime, this 
“= attack happens 

1 to our 
community 
members in 
order to forward 
a conservative 
agenda, which 
includes 
millions being 


spent on prisons. 


The system we feed and hold up is about power-over 
and domination. In the end it may be our downfall. 
Will we defend and fight for Justice, or will we allow 
fear to rule our lives? Will our hard childhoods keep 
us from intimacy and responsibility in our 
community, or will we risk and offer more than what 
the violent state has to offer? 


Will communities within Turtle Island wake up and 
change course away from this oppressive bully state 
and fight side by side for a better system, to fight 
back against tyranny? Or will we continue to support 
oppressive rule, which blames those who fall? 


We fall quickly to blame and judgment because we 
are in a punitive system. We can ask ourselves “How 
could I help my community be healthy? How can I 
help my community grow?” And then proceed 
forward together. Leave noone behind or you leave 
them vulnerable to those who would use and abuse 
the downtrodden and wounded. 


I listen, as friends tell of being stalked and under 
surveillance this last week, and how a loved one was 
taken from them in handcuffs yesterday right here in 
Victoria just because they are Muslim! The person 
cannot see her partner or know what is happening to 
him for 48 hrs, and they learned that a whole floor of 
a building has been rented to possibly house a lot of 
people who are Muslim. RCMP, Christy Clarke and 
mainstream media have made a mockery of 
themselves in regards to the alleged bomb threat and 
shown themselves to be racist, which is no surprise 
since we do live in a racist power-over system. It 
does not mean I will be silent about it. It does mean 
together we can make change. 


We really ought to be concerned about the numbers 
of humans who break under the yoke of oppression 
over time and fall to “power-over” systems in order 
to get a quick fix of health or love or food or rent 
money or whatever will help them survive. We 
forgot about community thriving and many are 
protecting any privilege they get from this abusive 
system as they worry about what may come. 


It’s a tough one both personally and politically. 
Torturous and painful for whatever we have left of our 
so-called “social networks.” I ат weirdly proud to be 
socially inept. This MS social system is nothing 
to aspire to after 
all, and we all 
know it deep 
down inside, as 
that is where 
there is longing. 


Kym Hothead 

is a visitor 

on Lkwungen 
Territory, from 
Winnipeg Red River 
Cree Territory. His 
first documentary 
film, Taking the Fall 
and Rising, will 
play at Artswells 
(artswells.com) 

this year. For more 
info visit ctehy. 
wordpress.com or 
youtube.com/user/ 
thawvictoria. 





Beyond Borders 
by cyann ray 


Up down. Right left. Hot cold. We all understand these dichotomies. 
Dividing polar opposites into such groupings helps us make sense of our 
complex world. But some divisions are not so clear. Rich poor. Black 
white. Us and them. 


I had an amazing Canadian history teacher at UVic who claimed that the 
most significant distinction between human beings on the planet is not 
between the rich and the poor, or between first and third world countries. 
According to Dr. Ken Coates (1990), the greatest dichotomy amongst 
people is between those who can read and those who can’t. 


Admittedly, I’ve never been much of a reader. I do recall plowing thru The 
Bobbsy Twins as I lay tucked into my bed during the 60’s. But most of my 
“required readings” from grade school were read to me by my dear ol’ Dad. 


I managed to read a few books in high school, but leaned heavily on 
Cole’s Notes and fudged more than a few bibliographies for assignments. 
Once in college, I was forced to come clean with my literary shortcom- 
ings. After sailing thru an academic aptitude test, my English prof asked 
about my reading history. When I confessed, she seemed puzzled. 


How could I have learned to write so well without having read much? I 
suggested this as an explanation: I have been writing since I learned 
how. And I certainly spent hours reading what I wrote! 


At university I had no choice but read. And read some more. It was a 
challenge but with every new textbook, every new topic, my world 
opened up. And one of the first things I realized is how much greater my 
youthful mind would have been had I read more. 


I now know what Dr. Coates was saying. Many of us take literacy for 
granted. As we all learn to hold a crayon, struggling to get those first 
familiar letters of our name down on page, our brain is growing. 
Reading and writing are intrinsically related. 


Let’s say my prof was right ... let’s say the distinction between literates 
and illiterates is monumental. Then what? Га like to think that most 
countries offer some degree of readily available literacy programs. And I 
respect the “oral” cultures of our past. But I think our need to divide us 
all into one group or another should be examined. 


There is far more that makes humans similar than different. Numerous 
studies on babies have proven that regardless of genetic, economic, 
geographic or environmental differences, all babies are, for example, 
drawn to the human face. And all babies make the same first sounds, 
regardless of the language first heard. 


Without a doubt, we are all products of the culture in which we were 
raised. I grew up swimming in the St. Lawrence River and was well 
aware of the United States just two miles away. Weekend trips across the 
border were greeted with excitement over the (new and different) boxed 
cereals we would bring back as a treat. 


As a young adult I found myself absorbing the political and historical 
viewpoints of those around me. Looking back, had I read more, perhaps 
Га have a broader understanding of our American neighbours. I was 
certainly familiar with the “us and them” mentality of my peers. 


This past Canada Day, I stood proudly with my soon-to-be American 
son-in-law (and the darling girl we both love!) along with thousands of 
others participating in our annual “Living Flag.” He was delighted to 
take part in our nation’s birthday celebrations. A quick trip across the 
drink ensured that this happy couple also got to celebrate Independence 
Day on July 4th. 


There are differences between our two nations, as well as reasons to 
brag about or criticize both. No country is perfect (although I’ve heard 
good things about Iceland, Venezuela, Bolivia, Holland, and Cuba). 
People are people and in the famous words of Rodney King: Can’t we 
all just get along? 


Part of our Nation’s persona is our acceptance of others. Canada was 
created by folks from other places, and remains today a country full of 
immigrants. It’s been said the only true Canadians are the Natives who 
were here first. But science has proven even those people likely 
originated from Africa. I believe we all did! 


My parents both grew up in Canada, although my Mom was born in 
England, and Dad’s dad hailed from Texas. And while I certainly 
identify as Canadian, I am part of a much bigger group called 
“humanity.” Ninety percent of Canadians live along the 49th parallel. 
Maybe it’s because things get a little chilly and barren as you travel 
north, or maybe it’s because of our long-standing, unbreakable ties with 
our southern neighbours. 


I have been rightly accused of seeing the world in terms of black and 
white. Using dichotomous terms for impact and clarity. No grey areas. 
This way or that. But a world travelling daughter falling in love with a 
wonderful Southern gentleman has helped me grow. And just like 
reading would have done ... my world has expanded. 
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This month I will be reviewing a book that I 
borrowed from the library and it is a very 
interesting, well-researched and insightful 
book. It is entitled Poor-Bashing: The 
Politics of Exclusion by Jean Swanson (2001, 
Between The Lines, Toronto, Canada). 








Jean Swanson has been an anti-poverty 
advocate for more than 25 years. A former 
board member and president of the National 
Anti-Poverty Organization, Swanson 
co-chaired the B.C. Action Canada Network 
in its fight against poverty. She also worked 
at the Downtown Eastside Residential 
Association in 1974 where she learned 
about politics, organization and persever- 
ance. She lives in East Vancouver. 


In the Introduction, Swanson eloquently 
sums up the essence of this book by stating: 
“This book is mostly about poor-bashing in 
Canada today, but it also looks at poor-bash- 
ing as part of a long European and 
Canadian tradition ... it also offers practical 
suggestions for how people who are poor 
and their allies can challenge poor-bashing 
... If we stop blaming poor or other 
oppressed people for poverty, we can expose 
the policies, laws, and economic system that 
force millions of people in Canada and 
around the world to compete against each 
other, driving down wages and creating more 
poverty. With a clear view of what’s really 
going on, we have a better chance of 
winning the struggle for a just society.” 


Chapter One discusses what poor people say 
about poor-bashing. We are introduced to an 
Ethiopian man who lost his business during 
the recession years of the early 1990s. Then 
we meet Mary Smith (not her real name) 
who was raised to poor-bash by her parents 
until she became a single mom and was 
forced to go on welfare. Suddenly she 
found herself a victim and felt the shame of 
her own poverty even though it really was 
not her fault, which she eventually realized. 
Canadians also face poor-bashing when they 
participate within their community or 
consult with governments about laws that 
cause poverty. Even a neighborhood can be 
poor-bashed such as the Vancouver’s 
Downtown Eastside ‘the poorest postal code 
in Canada.’ 


Poor-bashing can also get mixed up with 
racism, it can stop communication and 
encourage stereotyping. Also, children 
experience poor-bashing, often being afraid 
to talk about being on welfare because they 
are afraid of being poor-bashed. 


Chapter Two focuses on the history of 
poor-bashing starting from the Middle Ages 
where it was considered a religious duty to 
help the poor, through the 16th and 17th 
centuries rise of wealth in Europe and the rise 
of capitalism and free enterprise, witch-hunts 
as poor-bashing where “About a hundred 
thousand women were killed between 1560 
and 1760. About 80 percent of the people 
accused of witchcraft were women, and often 
they were ‘the poorest of the poor, dependent 
on [their] neighbors to stave of starvation.” 


There’s Martin Luther’s contribution to 
attitudes about poor people, racism in the 
16th century, the English poor laws of the 
18th and 19th centuries, how enclosures 
created poverty, and how the privileged 
blamed the poor for poverty, how the Poor 
Laws cheapened labour and how the poor of 
the British Isles fought back trying to get 
enough to eat and a decent living standard. 
“The people of prosperity were secure in 






their belief that they were a superior ‘race’ 
and that the poor in England, as well as the 
indigenous peoples of other continents, were 
somehow less human and deserved their 
poverty. For them, low wages for the poor, 
slavery, and colonization became legitimate, 
even preferred, elements in the continuing 
quest for accumulation of wealth.” 


In Chapter Three Swanson discusses how 
the poor from Europe arrived in Canada 
during the late 18th century. Various 
institutions were set up to try to meet some 
of their needs while at the same time 
blaming them for their poverty. At the same 
time, the social gospel movement in the 
1880s and 90s was beginning to suggest 
that poverty was not caused by individuals. 
The population of Canadian cities doubled 
and tripled between 1900 and 1910 as more 
factories were built, private charities also 
multiplied especially in Montreal. 
However, the Charity Organization Society 
model adopted from England by upper-class 
Canadians did not really relieve the poor of 
their poverty. Instead, wealthy and 
middle-class people were sent out to only 
visit the poor and check out their living 
standards and morals. The old ‘principle’ 
that welfare payments couldn’t be more 
then the lowest-paid worker could earn was 
applied for setting rates though not formally 
written in Canadian law. At the same time, 
Swanson states, more Canadians in the 
early 20th century and people around the 
world began to realize that individuals were 
not responsible for their own poverty. 


In 1918, at the end of WWI, Canadian widows 
began a movement to collect pensions (the 
mothers’ pension movement) so they could 
avoid the stigma associated with traditional 
relief. Mother’s pension legislation was first 
passed by Manitoba and then provinces from 
Ontario west. In BC the pension was “for 
poor mothers of European descent with one or 
more children under sixteen who were widows 
or deserted wives, wives of men in jail or 
asylums, mothers whose husbands were ill, or 
any other person the superintendent thought 
should be included.” 


We then move on to attitudes during the 
Depression; the post-WWII years of the 
1940s and 50s (unemployment insurance, 
family allowances for children, the UN 
Declaration of Universal Human Rights 
signed in 1948 by Canada and most other 
countries of the world where people of all 
colors, genders and classes were being 
officially recognized, on paper at least, as 
there was no way to enforce the Declara- 
tion, as equal human beings); concluding 
with the late 1960s and 70s which “was a 
time when advocacy groups for tenants, the 
poor, seniors, Aboriginal people, consumers 
and other groups sprang up everywhere.” 


It is interesting to note that during the 1950s 
and early 60s, business, corporations and the 
rich were against welfare programs claiming 
that poverty was a moral problem of the poor, 
not of society as a whole. However, 
Canadians still continued to elect politicians 
who implemented more social programs, and 
between 1944 and 1970 the family allowance, 
a better old-age pension system, expanded 
unemployment insurance, health care and a 
national welfare program were implemented. 


Chapter Four discusses how Canadian 
corporations developed lobby groups of 
‘corporate welfare bums’ where the rich 
were getting far too many tax breaks. 
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Poor Bashing: The Politics of Exclusion 
A Book Review by Andrew Tate 


“There was a new 
consciousness about the 
environment, and an oil crisis 
helped consumers see that 
the increased gas prices they 
paid were going into big 
company profits. The 
Canadian corporate elite 
decided they had to use their 
clout in a more planned and 
systematic way.” 


Chapters Five to Seven 
discuss how language can 
corrupt thought with a glossary of 
poor-bashing words and phrases (incentive 
and disincentive to work, social policy experi- 
ments, chronic users, welfare and UI fraud 
and abuse, psychology of poverty, etc.), the 
media and politicians and poor-bashing today, 
the new poor laws and how they help 
employers and cheapen labour costs, federal 
and provincial poor-bashing laws, eliminating 
adults from the discussion of poverty, how the 
new poor laws hurt people with paid jobs. 


Chapter Eight discusses how we substitute 
charity for justice, defines what charities 
are, how charity poor-bashes and creates the 
illusion that needs get met, demeaning 
people who use charity, when charities 
respect the poor, using the poor for public 
relations and concludes with a discussion on 
how to help out without poor-bashing. 


Chapter Nine moves on to how the poor 
clash silently with the privileged, feeling 
intense shame and blame about their poverty, 
poor-bashing themselves. Many poor 
internalize their oppression: “‘we should stop 
complaining, we should pick ourselves up by 
our bootstraps, we’re getting too 
comfortable on welfare’ ... People who are 
poor do not feel shame and inadequacy 
because they are guilty of a crime, because 
they really are inadequate as human beings 
or parents, because they did something 
wrong, or because they receive money from 
government, as the Fraser Institute would 
have us believe. They feel these emotions 
because poor-bashers constantly 
discriminate against them, stereotype them, 
and treat them as less worthy.” 


Chapter Ten offers suggestions on how to 
become unbashable - how to fight back and 
challenge others who poor-bash (expose the 
systems and laws that cause poverty, 
challenge poor-bashing within yourself, 
challenge poor-bashing language, 
assumptions, double standards and myths, 
challenge poor-bashing media and 
politicians, how to organize proactive 
campaigns to challenge poor-bashing, how 
to work with unions to explain how 
poor-bashing hurts people with jobs, and 
how to challenge racism and sexism. 


Swanson gives her final thoughts on 
poverty, mentioning several interesting, 
encouraging, hopeful, and thoughtful points. 
She believes that poverty kills more people 
than cancer does. The UN says that it 
“would take only 4 percent of the combined 
wealth of the 225 richest people (who have 
about one trillion dollars’ worth of wealth) 
to pay for basic education, basic health 
care, reproductive health care, adequate 
food, safe water, and sanitation for all.” 


She also criticizes former premier of 
Ontario Mike Harris’s ‘homeless-bashing’ 
during the 1990s who introduced “laws to 
severely restrict panhandling and outlaw 
squeegeeing, the often helpful practice of 
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washing car windows at traffic lights for a 
donation ... Politicians were not only 
bashing the poorest people, but were also 
making them into criminals for doing what 
they had to do to survive.” 


Swanson also believes that big corporations 
must take a huge responsibility for 
poor-bashing. “They own the media that 
spread gossip and lies; that accuse people 
who use welfare and UI of being fraudulent 
... They fund the think tanks’ efforts to 
circulate their views to politicians, 
government officials, and the media, as well 
as the public. They keep changing the 
subject from poverty to ‘incentive to work’ 
at low wages and part-time jobs. They want 
poor-bashing policies like low or no 
minimum wages, welfare cuts, no 
government job creation, and trade deals 
that give corporations more rights.” 


Politicians in power must take responsibil- 
ity as well, says Swanson. “They bash the 
poor to get elected; save their political 
skins by calling the poor names; pass laws 
that deprive the poor of basic rights and 
needs - or keep silent when their colleagues 
do these things. They are working with the 
corporations to replace the human right to 
food and shelter with the inadequate 
provisions and unequal power relations of 
charity. They help corporations take 
advantage of cheap labour of very poor 
people in this and other countries.” 


Swanson gives her final thoughts: “we can 
use the strength and intelligence of people 
who are poor ... to build power with, not 
over, all oppressed people. An understanding 
of poor-bashing, racism, and sexism can help 
unite Canadians with others concerned about 
the environment, peace, workers’ rights, and 
social and economic justice into a huge 
solidarity movement. Eventually, we will 
build a world in which everyone’s needs are 
met, and in which the systems and structures 
we set up are based on cooperation and 
human caring, not competition and greed.” 


What a wonderful, hopeful, encouraging, 
moving thought. This was a fascinating, 
informative, insightful book touching on all 
aspects of poor-bashing as well as offering a 
historical background of poor-bashing from 
the Medieval Age all the way to the present. 
I’ve never read a book like this before that 
really opened my eyes to the negative 
stigma, stereotyping, bias and even sexism 
and racism associated with poor-bashing. 


This book is worth reading whether you are 
rich or poor. I think it should be used as a 
textbook in Canadian universities and 
colleges. It’s available in the Nellie 
McClung branch of the GVPL under 305.569 
SWA or for purchase through Amazon.ca. 


Andrew earned a В.А. in English, and is 
available to help with typing, printing, 
proofreading, or editing (mrpianoman@shaw. 
ca) Photo by The Blackbird, found online in The 
Tyee (thetyee.ca). 













We got this plan ... 
and you’re all included 


Don’t drink the water 

Don’t breathe the air 
Stick to bottled liquids 

We've got lots to spare 


Let’s mine uranium 
We'll have a ball 

Let’s grow a cedar 
10,000 feet tall 


Where would Jesus Live? 


by Mark Idczak 


A walk or drive by the poorest address in the town or 
big city, whether it be Main and Hastings or Pain and 
Wastings, offers some real life sights and eye openers. 
The addicted, the afflicted, and restricted people from 
a healthy and wealthy life. Inside the seedy 
flophouses, the cockroaches, rats, mice and other 
scavengers on the street are ready to pounce, and feed 
off these people and that’s not nice! 


The city wants to gentrify the area, tear down the 








We'll build a fish farm 
Then pollute the sea 
We'll make a million 
When the ocean is fish free 


humble quarters of the poor. All in the business of 
downtown gentrification, of creating and selling high 
end micro - mini human filing for the rich while 
displacing the poor - oh this gives me an unpleasant 


itch. Some of the 9-5 robots complete with 


With every new disaster 
Comes a bright new day 
Show me a future-caster 
Whco’s too slow to say: 
With a little luck 
We can make a buck - come what may 
We'll all be rich 
If we find a niche 
We can sell 
and pocket all the rest 
in our little nest 
deep in hell 


Don’t drink the water 

Don’t breathe the air 
We're not gonna let you 

Till you pay the fare 


Chuck 


Keeping an Eye on the BC Peace River Valley 


and the Sacred Headwaters 
By Don Startin 


р р FOR ANS BILLION 


We are still waiting to hear who will be on the the final environmental 
assessment panel for the Site C Dam. When these foks have been appointed they 
will announce their itinerary, and hopefully we’ll hear when they’re coming to 
Victoria,a nd by what time citizens wishing to present must register to do so. We 
watch in incredulous amazement as the Belleville Mafia stumble and bumble 
their way through what passes for a coherent energy policy around here. 


BC Hydro is wallowing in debt, and still finds the need to rack up more to 
maintain and upgrade their aging infrastructure, also build the infamous north 
west transmission line, which needless to say is coming in greatly over budget 
due to the construction crewshaving to do more blasting than anticipated. The 
energy minister is advising cabinet to increase our power bills so that taxpayers 
can pay for this, and the gold plated power we’re buying from Campbell’s 
cronies, the IPP’s (Independent Power Projects). How anybody in their right 
mind could have voted for these twits boggles the mind. 


Meanwhile, up in the Sacred Headwaters, the Tahltan Central Council are 
holding their annual general meeting. We’ll hope they come up with a failsafe 
plan to scotch the Red Chris Mine and The Arctos Anthracite Project. At 
deadline I couldn’t even get their office in Dease Lake for info. However, I am 
in direct contact with a couple who are Klabona Keepers and they may be a 
good source of news in the future. Info from the Friends of the Stikine indicates 
they are looking to influence the government into doing the right thing. 


As usual in Klabona, there are things going on in the corridors of power. We 
will have to watch and wait and try to give our readers a better sense of what’s 
happening in September’s edition. 


self-money look at this area and people with fear, 
haters, disgust and mistrust. 


Do you know that Jesus Christ exists in these slums? 
Yes, Jesus Christ the original streetperson lives on in the 
suffering of the afflicted and addicted. He shares the 
pain and suffering and shows it in the rain with the street 
workers and rejoices and shares their happy times with 
the mosaic sunsets. He’s in the hearts of the health care 
workers and even some police and firemen and women. 
And the heaven sent missions and soup kitchens. 


Jesus suffered to set the captives free and for the poor. 
The unconditional love and power of Jesus thrives 
everywhere, but shines brightly on his chosen and 
loved ones in the slums. 





















Thousands of people visited Market Square on July ist, during 
the second annual Vegan Festival. 


Looking wantonly for a scapegoat, stooge, or foil to 
reflect and cause more disastrous turmoil. Look at 
those filthy bums as I hear the short sighted jeers. 


Coordinator Dave Shishkoff says “Our volunteer team was 
once again over-the-moon with the success of our event. We 
saw so many people passing through the wide variety of tables 
with vendors and non-profits. Plus, we organized a great mix 
of presentations, including four vegan cooking demonstrations 
(the vegan donuts might have been one of our most popular!) 
and educational speakers including Robert Cheeke, famed 
vegan body-builder (standing-room only), and Ginny Messina, 
aka the Vegan RD. The Victoria Vegan Fest is intended to 
celebrate and promote veganism, and I’m happy to say this 
year was a hit, and doubtless many more people considering 
this lifestyle switch — look out for next year!” 


Don’t miss next year ... mark your calendar for the 
3rd Annual Vegan Fest on July ist! 


Gathering on the Green .... Again!!! 


Remember the Gathering on the Green, three years ago, after the police came in and the tents 
came down on Pandora Avenue? Everyone wanted to talk, share feelings, exchange ideas or just 
help each other get through a really bad time. Well, мете doing it again! 


The Committee to End Homelessness Victoria invites everybody to a gathering on the Green 
on September 7th, to tell stories, exchange ideas, news and views. 


Has anything changed? We still have 1,500 people living on the street or in shelters, couch 
surfing or in totally inadequate housing. Why are so many people in pain? How can we move 
on? Is anything better now? Or is it worse than ever to be homeless in Victoria, which looks 
to many people more and more 

like a police state? 


What happened three years 
ago led to our feature 
documentary, Taking the Fall 


now in wide distribution and 
getting great response. How 
can we build on it to get action, 
get that housing built and the 
support services we need? 


Three years have gone by since 

the tents were torn down. How 

much longer do we have to 

wait? We want everybody to 

have a voice and be recorded 

so that your ideas, news and 

views can help us all move 

forward to some real solutions. So we will be setting up another Speakers’ Corner Booth, one 
big enough for those in wheel chairs and for the tall and the short to use the mic. 


If you can help with building advice, supplies or just ideas, please email us. And of course 
there will be food and music, so bring drums, guitars any musical instruments and your ideas. 


You can check out the 2010 gathering at our VIMEO account: vimeo.com/67029260. For more 
information, check the October 2010 issue of Street Newz (in the archives at relativenewz.ca) 
or email the committee: alisonacker@shaw.ca. 


The amazing and awesome 
Street Newz Vendor Team 





For information about 
joining this team 
contact John 
at 250-886-5863 
or visit his “office” 


Bernie Craig Doug Evelyn Richard near Fort on Douglas St. 





Beacon Hill London о Fort а Cook St. Village Douglas near Fort 






Thank you for 
supporting 
independent 

media. May money 
from the sale of 
this newspaper be 
used for peace, 
and pass through 


Shirley Steve Trish healing hands. 
James Bay Thrifty’ Quadra Village Gov't Street Esquimalt 
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